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At once our eyes grow clear! We see, in blank dismay, Year posting after year, Sense after sense decay; Our shivering heart is mined by secret discontent;
Yet still, in spite of truth, In spite of hopes entomb'd, That longing of our youth Burns ever unconsumed, Still hungrier for delight as delights grow more rare.
We pause; we hush our heart, And thus address the Gods: " The world hath f ail'd to impart The joy our youth forebodes, Fail'd to j&ll up the void which in our breasts we bear.
" Changeful till now, we still Look'd on to something new ; Let us, with changeless will, Henceforth look on to you, To find with you the joy we in vain here require!"